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What Dreams May Come 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction, for entertainment purposes only. | make no claims to know, or have intimate knowledge 


of, anyone mentioned below (darn it). | made it all up people! 


This is my first fic, and I'll admit that | have no idea what l'm doing. | apologize if it's terrible, but it's been 
bouncing around in my head for a while, and | finally got it out. This is dedicated to all of the amazing Foo Fic 


writers out there who have inspired me (and made me a teeny bit jealous) with their amazing stories. 


Taylor looked like hell, and he knew it. He stood in front of the mirror and studied his tired, worn reflection 
Dark, heavy bags framed his bloodshot eyes, his hair had lost its signature glow, and his skin had taken on a 
lackluster pallor. His 28 years looked like 50. They had been on the road for close to 6 months now, and while a 
grueling promotional tour could certainly wear down even the most seasoned pros, Taylor had always seemed 


to have access to some limitless source of energy. When Chris, Nate, and even Dave began to drag, Taylor was 


nipping at their heels, urging them on to whatever adventure he perceived lay ahead. Perhaps it was that 


unending exuberance which made his appearance now all the more shocking. 


He hadn't had nightmares since he was a kid. He'd always been a laid back, go-with-the-flow kind of guy, never 
one to let the troubles of this world follow him to his subconscious. When they began suddenly, he attempted 
to brush them off. But it had been five weeks, and there was no end in sight. He knew that he was quickly 
approaching the point where his sleep deprivation would begin to affect not only his day to day life, but his 
career. He just didn't know what he could possibly do about it. 


The nightmares themselves weren't necessarily recurring, but the theme most definitely was: the death of his 
best friend. More specifically, Dave's death. Taylor had no idea where these dreams came from, or how to 
stop them. He searched desperately for any information he could find about nightmares. He read countless 
articles discussing dream manipulation He tried meditation, techniques for inducing lucid dreams, he even 
changed his pre-snooze meal in an attempt to escape the nightmares. But all of the ice cream and hot sauce in 


the state of Texas could provide no refuge. 


Taylor didn't always witness Dave's death. Sometimes he would find himself thrust into the aftermath, 
wrestling with the grief and a profound sense of loss and lack of direction He would awake with a start, 
covered in sweat, with a dull ache in his chest. The dreams were a nightly occurrence now, they were 
becoming more vivid, and falling back asleep after each episode was happening with decreasing frequency. 


Taylor was afraid that the loss of his kindred spirit, even in a dream world, was slowly driving him mad. 
Taylor's steady decline was matched only by Dave's increasing concern. He didn't know what Tay was going 
through, but watching the light slowly fade from his best friend's eyes was killing him. As much as he hated 
to admit it, he believed that Taylor, not himself, was the true driving force behind the band. Sure they had 


the talent to write and record albums, but it was Taylor who pushed them- who pushed him- to go further. 
To be better. 


Dave had talked himself into giving Taylor his space. Give him a week or two to work it out on his own, he had 
told himself. But that time had come and gone, and Taylor's deterioration had only continued. He could no longer 
sit silently and watch Tay suffer; Dave was a fixer, surely he could fix this. And so he made up his mind to sit 
his drummer down and get to the bottom of things. 

"Hey T, got a sec?" he asked as he poked his head into Taylor's hotel room. 

"Sure buddy, what's up?" 

Dave shuffled to the end of the bed and sat down next to Taylor. 


"L uh... I've noticed that lately you kind of- well, you look like shit man" 


"Damn DI" Taylor scoffed. "After six months on the road, you don't look too hot either." 


‘lm sorry, that's not what l.. What | meant was, you don't look just a little road weary. You look fuckin’ 
exhausted dude. What's up?" 


"Too many babes, too little time!" Taylor laughed. 


Dave knew his best friend well enough to see through the weak attempt at deflection His eyes full of concern, 
he placed a hand on Taylor's shoulder. 


"Taylor" 


Taylor raked his hands through his hair and sighed. "I dont know man. I've been having these dreams, and | 
guess they're fucking with my sleep. It's just a phase. They'll pass, I'll be fine.” 


"What kind of dreams?" 


"| don't really wanna." Taylor was about to tell Dave that he didn't want to talk about it. Who wants to hear 
that someone is dreaming about their demise on a nightly basis? But perhaps talking about it would help. He 
had read somewhere that therapy could aid in relieving nightmares, but there was no way in hell he was going 


to see a shrink. Dave was as close as he was going to get to a therapist. And besides, if he couldn't talk to 


Dave, who could he talk to? 


"Bad dreams," Taylor began. "They started, | don't know, maybe a few weeks ago? Anyway, at first they 
weren't so bad. A bit eerie, maybe, but | could handle it. | figured they'd pass, and everything would be fine. 
But they seem to be getting worse. | don't know.. it's silly." He suddenly felt unsure of his decision to open up. 
So he'd had some bad dreams, he wasn't 5 years old. He was a grown man, dammit! A grown man who should 


grow a pair, suck it up, and move on 


‘Its not silly T. Not to me. No offense, but you look like hell, and I'm worried. You've gotta get some rest. Sleep 


deprivation can do all sorts of crazy shit to you." 


"I know. I've tried everything | can think of. | even bought this stupid ass book about meditation," he said, as he 
waved his hand in the general direction of his duffle bag. "None of it worked" 


"What do you dream about?" Dave asked, cocking his head to the side. 


"L uh.." Taylor stood up from the bed and began tentatively pacing the room. "This is gonna sound weird as hell, 


but.. | dream about you dying.” 


He stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face Dave. The frontman looked more intrigued than 
appalled. 


"Really?" 


"Yeah." Taylor plopped back down on the bed, next to Dave. The fact that his best friend hadn't recoiled from 
his admission seemed to open the flood gates. "It's bad D, awful. Sometimes | see it happen, sometimes | don't. 
But every time it hits me like a fuckin truck. And they're so.. real," he sighed as he ran a hand across his 


face. "And | wake up, and | don't know if you're- and I'm just so tired” 


"Damn T, I'm sorry. Is there anything | can do?" Dave's hand returned to Taylor's shoulder and squeezed 


sympathetically, 
"Nah, | don't think so." Taylor looked down at the floor as he answered. 


"How about this?" A lightbulb went off in Dave's head. "Whenever you have a nightmare, why don't you come 
talk to me?" 


Taylor lifted his head to peer at Dave through a curtain of blonde hair. 
"What?" 
"Yeah! Hotel room, bunk, whatever. When you wake up, just come get me. We'll talk it out!" 


"D, l'm not gonna come wake you up in the middle of the night. Aside from the fact that it's just fuckin’ weird, 
that'll make two of us getting no sleep." And I'm not a little kid that needs to run to mommy and daddy's room 
when | have a bad dream, he thought. 


"C'mon T, you've tried everything else, you said it yourself. Maybe if we talk, and you see that I'm fine, that 
I'm still there, you'll be able to go back to sleep." Fix-it Dave had come across a solution, and he wasn't about 


to let it go. "Give it a shot for a couple of nights. For me." 


Fine," Taylor breathed. He really had run out of options; and as his mind wandered back to that excerpt on 
therapy and dream management, he had to concede that Dave may have had a point. "But for the record, | 
think this is ridiculous." 


"Noted," Dave grinned. 


Taylor remained true to his word, kind of. The first night, he awoke in a tangled web of bed sheets. After 
extracting himself, he hopped down from his bunk and pulled the curtain back on the bunk below his. He 
watched Dave sleep, the steady rise and fall of his chest bringing a gentle rhythm back to Taylor's own 
breathing. He thought about reaching out to wake Dave, as he had promised, but pride and embarrassment 
held him back. He climbed back into his own bunk and managed to fall back to sleep. Though it was fitful at 
best, it was still better than anything he had had recently. 


He continued on this way for the next few nights. Peeking in on Dave, but never waking him. Then returning to 


his bed to catch a few more precious hours of restless sleep. He tried to convince himself that he was making 


a recovery. He put extra effort into his daytime frivolities, hoping to mask the exhaustion that still plaqued 


him. Dave, however, knew better. 


On the fifth night, Taylor awoke especially shaken. This had been the worst dream yet. He had seen Dave take 
his final breath. Held him in his arms as the light faded from his eyes. All the while knowing, somewhere inside, 
that he could have saved him. He sat in the middle of his bed and pulled his knees to his chest as he tried to 
slow his breathing. When he felt steady enough to stand, he climbed out of bed and made his way to the door 
which connected his hotel room to Dave's. Easing the door open as quietly as he could, he shuffled across the 
adjoining room to his bandmate's bedside. He stood, focusing on his friend's deep, even breaths, willing them to 


calm him, as they had before. He nearly jumped out of his skin when Dave's eyes opened and focused on him. 
"T, what is it? One of the dreams?" Dave asked, his gravelly voice just above a whisper. 

"Yeah." Taylor averted his gaze as he answered. 

"Cmere." Dave patted the spot on the bed beside him as he sat up. "Wanna tell me about it?" 

"Not really." Taylor shook his head as he slumped down next to Dave. 


"Ok. It's ok. You don't have to." Dave had never seen Taylor look so broken, so defeated. He knew that the 
dream had been related to his own death, in one way or another. The fact that this affected his best friend so 
profoundly touched him. He might not be able to stop these nightmares, but he could at least offer his friend 


comfort in a promise. 


"Taylor," he slid an arm around Taylor's shoulders. "Tay look at me. I'm right here. I'm alive and well, and l'm 


not going anywhere for a long time. I'll still be here, kicking ass and taking names, forty years from now." 


Dave wrapped both arms around his best friend and pulled him into his embrace. Wordlessly, the drummer 
rested his head on Dave's shoulder. After a few moments, and with a sigh (of relief?), Taylor pulled back to 


look at Dave. 
"Thanks D" 


"Anytime, man." As Dave replied, he touched Taylor's cheek, wiping away a tear that Taylor hadn't realized had 


fallen. 


That simple, innocent touch had a blissfully calming effect on Taylor, who closed his eyes as he leaned into it. 
The same touch had an intensely electrifying effect on Dave, causing every hair on his body to stand on end. 
Slowly, he leaned in and pressed his lips to the soft pout of Taylor's. He had expected the man to tense up, to 
pull away. But the blonde leaned into the kiss, gingerly placing his hand on the brunette's forearm. Dave slid his 
hand around to the back of Taylor's neck as he ran his tongue along the drummer's bottom lip. Suddenly, 
Taylor came to life, parting his lips and sliding his own tongue past Dave's. The kiss depend quickly as hands 
began to roam bodies. Touching, stroking, grasping. 


Taylor pulled back to lift his shirt over his head. As he leaned back in for another kiss, Dave placed a hand on 
his chest. A brief moment of clarity and uncertainty had taken hold. 


"Tay, what are we doing? Are you- are you sure?" 


| need this D. Need you." Taylor breathed as he grabbed the front of Dave's shirt and crashed his lips against 


the singer's. 


That was all the assurance Dave needed. He pulled his own shirt over his head and maneuvered Taylor onto his 
back. His face hovered over Taylor's for a moment, long enough to brush golden strands out of hazel eyes, 
before he lowered his lips to his friend's neck. He laid a trail of tender but urgent kisses down the toned, sun 
kissed body, before pausing just below his navel. 


"Damn, you're beautiful." He whispered, running his hands up and down the drummer's lithe frame. 


He hooked his fingers into the waistband of Taylor's shorts and began to slowly work them down and off of his 
strong, angular hips. Hips which he quickly returned his attention to after discarding both Taylor's shorts and 
his own. He kissed and licked first one hip, and then the other, eliciting soft gasps and moans each time he 
gently nibbled at the flesh. Those cries went straight to Dave's groin, doing nothing to quell the heat that was 


growing there. 


Dave continued his way inward, placing kisses along the crease between Taylor's hip and thigh. When he reached 
his final destination, he paused. He had done this a few times before, but that had been years ago. And he had 
never done this for anyone that he cared about as much as Taylor. This was his best friend, his soul mate, 
and he was hurting. Dave didn't want to just pleasure him, he wanted to heal him. Taking a deep breath, he 
took Taylor into his mouth. The drummer's hips raised instantly, as his breath hitched. 


Dave eased Taylor back down to the bed with one hand, as he wrapped the other around the base of Taylor's 
cock. He began a slow and steady rhythm. As his mouth slid up and down the length of his best friend, one 
hand gently stroked his inner thigh. Taylor wove his hands through dark brown hair as his head rolled back and 
a groan escaped his lips. Again he thrust his hips up, and Dave opened his throat to take him completely. 


At that moment all of the tension, all of the stress from his earlier episode melted away. He leaned forward to 
hook his hands under Dave's arms. He pulled the singer up his body, and locked his legs around his waist. The 
sudden friction between them caused both men to gasp. Gently rocking himself against Dave, Taylor pulled the 
older man down into a kiss. Their thrusts and grunts built quickly, impatiently, as they careened toward the 
edge. With a final cry they came together, encompassed in each other as wave after wave of bliss washed 


over them. 


Dave rolled onto his back and pulled Taylor into him. He kissed his forehead and stroked blonde locks as a 


chuckle escaped the drummer. 


"What's so funny?" Dave asked 
"Sleep deprivation can make you do some crazy shit" He mused, as he kissed the tattoo over Dave's heart 
"Hmm, maybe not so crazy" Dave laughed 

"Maybe not so crazy" Tay repeated as he drifted off to sleep. 


That night saw the end of Taylor's nightmares. From that moment on, wrapped in Dave's arms, Taylor found 


nothing but peace. 


